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His father gave him an angry look and shrugged his shoulders.
"You've broken it with your cursed questions,'* he muttered.
"Come on then. Never mind the circle! We'll go back by Monk-
ton and the Weymouth Road."
They clambered up the opposite bank, descended into a
parallel trench, mounted thence to the crest of a second ridge,
down again into another grassy channel, up once more to yet
another turf rampart, and then down at last into the umbra-
geous valley below.
Dud remembered afterwards how vividly every detail of the
way stopd out before him as he came down the slope by his
father's side. There was a dead rabbit in the path, in the last
stage of its decomposition, and he had to force himself to do
what he always did with dead things, to make the sign of the
cross over it and to place it carefully in the ditch. As he stooped
down for this pious act, Nature, as if unsympathetic to such
proceedings, brought it about that his gorge rose to a pitch of
actual retching, so that although the rabbit got its obsequies,
such as they were, he himself was denied any sort of ritualistic
satisfaction.
"No, no," he said to himself, "I'm going to try, more than
ever, to make Mary Charming a book that shall—and Fm go-
ing to stop * doing that* with Thuella! Fm not going to care
what's in the Yeovil letter. But I haven't come out of my Mona-
wraith world to be caught by your manias, old Topknot. There
Fm hard as a rock; but O deary I! damn all these people.
Why can't I be left alone in peace with Wizzie? D. No-man
and his girl . . . D. No-man and his girl . . . D. No-man and
his	"
His thoughts were interrupted by a peevish and fretful
grumbling from his companion, and he noticed that his father
now began to manifest the same sort of symptoms of nervous
exhaustion that a priest who on an empty stomach has been
chanting a long and complicated Mass might display on his way
back to breakfast.
He asked for a cigarette, cursed irritably when the wind ex-
tinguished his first two matches, fussed with his sweater which
seemed to have gathered itself into unconscionable folds around
his hips, kept searching about under his trousers for the tape
on one side of his drawers which had escaped from his braces,
fumbled at one of the buttons of his coat which kept slipping

